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N/A 


The first time it happened, he'd been I5. 


They'd been set a lesson in English where they had to write an extract from a story where somebody had 
received a shocking piece of news in the post and after wavering for a minute he had thrown caution to the 
winds and based his on the postcard he and his brothers had got from Ohio two years ago from their father, 
unexpectedly anouncing he'd just married a woman named Beverly. He didn’t like to talk about it, but writing it 


down under cover of false names made him feel better somehow. 


"Jeffrey, this is impressivel" the teacher Mr Davidson was actually smiling at him "Would you like to come up 
and read it out?" 


"l, er." he made his way up and stood in front of the class, the paper in his hand. He had never expected this. 
He swallowed and was about to force himself to start reading, when something happened. He found the breath 
seemed to struggle to get in and out of his lungs and his chest hurt, a horrible squeezing pain as though 
something had wrapped itself around him and pushed. Was he having a heart attack? Could you have a heart 
attack at his age? He was barely aware of anything except the need to be far, far away, then became 


concious of that lunchtime's Mystery Meatloaf sitting like a brick in his stomach. 


| have to go to the bathroom!" he managed to gasp out, and fled. Fortunately the cubicle was unoccupied and 
he threw up, then knelt by the pan trying to get his breath back. He'd stopped having a heart attack now, or 
maybe he'd had it already. He felt dizzy and lightheaded, but it didn't hurt anymore. 


A few minutes later he was lying back on the couch in the nurse's room with a cool cloth on his forehead. 


"What happened?" he asked, a little sheepishly 
"You just had a bit of a panic attack, nothing to worry about" 

He looked at her, confused "Why would | have one of those?" 

"Well | don't know Jeffrey, you tell me! Are you doing badly in that class? Worried about Failing?" 


"| was doing well, he wanted me to read something out" it kind of made sense now "I didn't want to. It was kind 


of personal | guess" 


"Well then, there you gol" the nurse smiled at him. "Like | said, nothing to worry about" 


It happened again when he was 8, on the first night he spent in LA, sitting on the bed in the roach infested 
one-bedroom apartment he'd rented. It wasn't the squalour that bothered him, it was the distance between 
here and Layfeyette, as if the magnitude of what he'd done had only just hit him. Struggling to breathe, he 
remembered what had made him feel better last time and vomited copiously into the sink All the tension 
seemed to leave him like air out of a punctured balloon. He felt suddenly - there was no other word for it - 


relaxed. 


He would be a different person with a different life before the same horrible pain hit him in the chest with 
such clarity. 


Izzy watched Axl nervously out of the corner of his eye. This tour was vastly deteriorating into nightmare 
territory. Perhaps he just couldn't tour while he was clean and sober. Slash and Duff were so fucked they 
could hardly hold their instruments straight and they both looked awful, bloated and puffy. How did we get like 


this? Izzy wondered. 


Then Axl started to spreak. Not so much speak as rant. Izzy felt the tightness grip his chest again, paralysed 
by it. What was he going to come out with now? They were back in Lafeyette. Both their families were there. 
Oh fuck! Should he intervene and try to shut Axl the fuck up? He hadn't minded when he was using, but now 
he hated it. Hated being on the road with these guys in the state they were in. Hated playing shows. Hated 
Axl's ego. 


| just always thought it would be cool to have a gang, a gang that went from town to town playing music. 


Axls voice invaded his thoughts, louder, angrier. Comparing the authorities in Lafeyette to concentration camp 
guads. For fuck's sake! The pain was worse. All eyes were rivited on Axl. Maybe nobody would notice if he 
sneaked off to puke somewhere. 


It would happen every night now, until that one show in London where he'd privately decided to quit the band. 
That show was pain free. It was the best show he felt he'd played for a long time. 


He lay back against the pillows, half asleep. He knew he should get up. They'd be needing to hit the road soon 


He moaned. 
"What's the matter?" That accented voice said. Aneka placed a pot of his favourite tea on the bedside table. 


He remembered, as he became more awake. He was no longer a member of Guns n Roses. He didn't have to 
get up and go anywhere, didn't have to watch Slash and Duff kill themselves and Axl destroy himself in 


whatever way he was doing. 
"Just take it easy" Aneka said softly "You've been under so much pressure lately" 


Izzy sat back with the tea, enjoying the warmth on his face. He felt quite contented. It was nice to have 


someone look after him for once. 
"Hey!" he suddenly said. She turned, questioning. 


"Aneka, will you marry me?" 


It was over. Not a relief, like leaving Guns n Roses, just a painful sort of over, and an over where he knew he 
was hardly blameless. Izzy slipped off his wedding ring and looked back at that day in court. They'd been 
virtually strangers in the same house for a while, him spending the time in the garage with his collection of 
bikes, and her spending less and less time there at all, frequently staying spending more and more time in LA 
with friends and reappearing once in a while. He had not realied the extent of Aneka's bitterness towards him. 
He'd stood there as it all came out, his selfishness, the fact that he'd only married her to have someone to 
look after him. And that had hit him, because it was true in some ways, though not in the way the court 
assumed. He'd listened to it all, hating himself and feeling the boa constrictor tie itself round his chest again, 
knowing it wouldn't go away until he'd be able to get to a toilet and throw up somewhere. 

Leaving the court after that he'd felt better, almost relaxed, ready to start again. It was a long time since 


he'd made the album with the JuJu Hounds, and suddenly he wanted to make music again. He might even go on 


the road, maybe just a few dates, a mini tour. Yes, why not. 


Inducted into the Rock n Roll Hall of Fame. Izzy didn't know what to feel about this. It was a silly, corporate 
piece of nothing really, but there was Slash and Duff, and especially poor Steven all keen to get together for 
the ceremony. Maybe he should go. It wouldn't do any harm. They'd play a few songs and, what, all have to 


make a speech maybe? 


Suddenly he was back in his classroom in Indiana, having to read his intimate thoughts out to the other kids, 
his chest tightening, not knowing what the fuck was going on 


Oh god. Fuck 


He grabbed a pen and paper and began to write, to explain that he wouldn't be attending. 


